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3Vfr. S------said nothing at present, but accommo-
dated him with a pair of shoes; then ordered his
servant to rub him down, and comfort him with a glass
of rum punch9 which seemed in a great measure to cool
the rage of his indignation. "After all/' said our
landlord, " this is no more than a humbug in the way
of wit, though it deserves a more respectable epithet,
when considered as an effort of invention. Tim being,
I suppose, out of credit with the cordwainer, fell upon
this ingenious expedient to supply the want of shoes;
knowing that Mr. Birkin, who loves humour, would
himself relish the joke upon a little recollection.
Cropdale literally lives by his wit, which he has
exercised upon all his friends in their turns. He once
borrowed my pony for five or six days to go to Salisbury,
and sold him in Smithfield at his return. This was a
joke of such a serious nature, that, in the first trans-
ports of my passion, I had some thoughts of prosecut-
ing him for horse-stealing; and, even when my
resentment had in some measure subsided, as he
industriously avoided me, I vowed I would take satis-
faction on his ribs with the first opportunity. One
day, seeing him at some distance in the street, coming
towards me, I began to prepare my cane for action,
and walked in the shadow of a porter, that he might
not perceive me soon enough to make his escape ; but,
in the very instant I had lifted up the instrument of
correction, I found Tim Cropdale metamorphosed iota
a miserable blind wretch, feeling his way with a
stick from post to post, and rolling about twp\|ttlli!
iffllighted orbs instead of eyes. I was
shocked at having so narrowly escaped the
disgrace that would have attended socii a
of vengeance; but, next day, Tim j^vA4'tsj^'' fe
friend of mine to come and solicit my
offer Ms note, payable in six weeks, for the of Ifce1